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THROUGH A GLASS DARKLY 


A Story by Fannie Hurst 


C ONSIDERABLY after the Euro- 
pean Invasions of the Huns 
and Gotha came the no-less 
. considerable invasions of 
American-made shoes. American- 
made millionaires and tourists. Es- 
sential enough to down-at-the-heels 
baronial estates and countless counts 
the first two. but what of tho re- 
silient-necked genus tourists out of 
Chilllcothe and Altoona. Keokuk and 
Bloody Gulch, who spend an annual 
million of American dollars on picture 
post cards of the Leaning and Eiffel 
towers and the doves of St. Mark's; 
another annual million up the Matter- 
horn. down the catacombs and on the 
Lion of Lucerne; still another miscel- 
laneous. million or so on French kid 
gloves and fillet lace; Roman pearls 
and Anderson seconds: Swiss chalet 
boxes and mosaic breastpins; Chianti; 
Carlsbad and bad corals; Moulin 
Rouge; the Coliseum by moonlight 
and gondolas by the hour? 

There are quicksands in the tourist's 
hourglass. Life is short and art was 
long until Cooks lassoed the world 
wiih a lariat-shaped excursionist's 
ticket, and Baedeker compressed the 
thousand halls of the Louvre luto 
ninety homeopathic pages; catalogued 
the universe and asterisked the Amer- 
ican plan and running water of two 
continents. 

* * * * 

O N board tho Roumania. under a 
southern sky so blue that it 
quivered on the verge of sea-green, 
half a 'thousand first-class tourists 
crowded to the lee railing of the 
promenade deck, edging, jamming and 
leveling field-glasses at a remote line 
against the blue, so thin that a school 
of porpoises might have been seen 
slicing the water with their fins. 

Miss Esther Lefkovltch. tiptoeing, 
quivering, and her quick eyes framed 
in a fringe of blowing cur's and a 
pongee tourist’s cap. grasped her lert 
neighbors leveled field-glasses and 
thrust them into her fathers hand. 

"See, papa! Land! Land! Here, look 
through Mr. Dansiger's field-glasses. 

"Humph! Humph! See. Bertha, such 
a speck should be land." 

"See. mamma! Here, you look. too. 
See. we’re coming -to Madeira. Fun- 
chal is the name of the town where 
the boat slope for two hours. Un t it. 
Mr. Danaiger? Try to remember that, 
mamma — Funchal, where they make 
the hand embroidery.” 

"Funchal?” , , . 

"No, no, mamma; you ve got them 
upside down. See. like this. Any- 
body could tell. Mr. Danaiger. by the 
way we hold our field glasses, that 
tbia is our first trip to Europe. 

”K anybody should ask you. Es- 
ther. your papa snd me crossed to 
America when we was both little 
enough to be carried In arms, and not 
on such a grand boat like this 
neither, let me tell you.” 

Miss Lefkovltch smiled through a 
quick flush. 

"1 — I didn’t mean that kind of a 
trip. Here, you see you hold them 
like this, mamma, just like this." 

Mrs. Lefkovltch .leaned her ample 
figure forward, focused, leaned far- 
ther to the leeward, her lips wry with 
•Sort and as If she tasted qulncy. 
"Where T’ 

•There, mamma, right ahead. 

"Here. Mrs. Lefkovltch. let me ad- 
just the lenses far you.” 

"No, no. Mr. Dansiger. for myself I 
can see. Go away!” 

"Mamma! And Mr. Danaiger try- 
ing to be polite to you." 

"Such expensive politeness aa Mr. 
Dansiger's 1 can get cheaper.” 
"Mamma!” 

"Just what I aay I mean.’ 

Mr. Danaiger plunged hla hands 
Into hia Scotch tweed pocketa. and 
beneath the visor of hia 8cotch tweed 
traveler’s cap smiled down at Misa 
Lefkovltch blushing there beside her 
mother the rich raspberry red of 

abame. _ _ 

"Yqur mamma's all right. Mlsa Es- 
ther. She lan’t going to let any of 
the fellows on this boot get too 
fresh with her. are yon. Mrs. Lefko- 
Vltch?" 

She would venture no reply, but 
paaaed the field glaaaea .via her 

daughter, back to bim. 

T tell you. Aaron. GoU eel dpnk. If 
that black line what we aee out 

there la land uadar our feat. Just sea 
bow far away it looks." 

Mr. Lefkovltch thrust forward a 

face covered with a stubble of black 
and gray beard. A smile broke 
through It like the white grin 
a faun showing through bracken. 
’’Humph'." h — 


shirt. Eh. you 


of 


hfi 

you. but that ■ 
Bent were 
across hla bi 
years. Four 
bad been a 
pack of tha 
buys at her stab; 

for-lnch dogi 
his shoulde: 
that pack on )k' 
glass emporl 
nera. occupying 



i£,^fajnma. I tell 


Ightjor you.” 



lders. as If 
pack filled wltb 
previous there 
there— a literal 
a housewife 
and the Inch- 
that had stoophd 
metamorphosed 
Into a plate- 
mahogany In- 
enty-flve leased 


feet of the most expensive Broadway 
frontage In the world. 

But even A this • relieved of his 
J. for' «h< 


vault would. 


•heer physiological 


reasons, have to fa*o the world stoop- 
shouldered. Bo Aaron I 


Lefkovltch, 
with his latter years light, still let his 
head rest like s ball in the valley be- 
tween his shoulders. 

That such a piece of string out 
there. Bertha, should be land!” 

"I tell you. It ain’t none too soon 
for me. Enough of aea I’ve got. 
Never so long until I die can I for- 


E ft them three rough days, Aaron. 
Ike 


my own feelings wasn't enough. 
I had to have you yet oa my neck and 
a baby I should lay down 


crying like 
by you to die. 

"Acb now, Bertha, never In my life 
did 1 ask such a thing.” 

"Enough of sea la enough, let me tell 
you. Like I aay ten times a day. if not 
for you wanting Europe and to meet 


new people. Esther, your papa and me 
ould ten times over rather be home in 


lines over rather 
our comfortable flat In New York. Ain’t 
it. Aaron? Ten limes more as this? 
Ain’t It. Aaron?" 

"Ja. Bertha, hut— enough of your life 
you've lived on land not to be so rest- 
less on sea a few days” 

"On land. Aaron, many things can’t 
happen what happens on sea." 

The tall end of her glance, pointed 
snd dartlngly quick, was for Mr. Dan- 
ziger and hia arm. which lay along her 
daughter's In an approach to a caress. 

Mr. Lefkovltch turned from the rail- 
ing and the white froth of water kick- 
ing out from the ship's huge flank and 
the quiet swish-swash of a quiet sea. 
and quirked his left eye with llghtnlng- 
qulck and vulpine slyness toward Mr. 
Dansiger. 

•Tonight. Danaiger. Officer Childs 
nays we can have our last little game 
up In the lounge room, so through the 
windows we can see the Gibraltar when 
she comes In sight." 

"Aaron. I " 

"Ach now. Bertha; tomorrow don’t 
we land in Naples tor good? I ask you, 
the last night does It make any differ- 
ence a little game more or less?” 

"I wish already this minute It was 
time to get off the boat in Naples.” 

"Ach now. Bertha, my last night on 
the boat! What you bet when I got up 
today I put on my winning clothes? I 
got on today enough winning clothes. 
Danxtger. to beat you If you are ten 
times so lucky like always " 

' ’That talk. Aaron, don’t get no- 
vrheres with me. Lose just so much as 
yo • like. I don’t worry no more. That's 
ho*e disgusted me and the ladles on this 
boat feel about Bow all you men lose 
your sblrts off your backs to Mr. Dan- 
alger. Pull here ray chair. Esther; 
that’s how disgusted I feel. The shirt 
Of your back you can lose.” 

"Mama!" 

Miss Lefkovitrh lowered maiden eyes 
before the allusion, assisted her parent 
to the steamer chair and packed the 
rug close about her frankly distended 
ankles. 

"Mama, you — you mustn’t say such 
things'." 

•’Nice talk don't go no more with your 
'papa. Esther. I’m ashamed enough, 
too. that even in front of you I got to 
talk to him plain, like I feel.” 

* * * * 


«(jgUT such a feeling I got In my 


back I win your 
Boogher, you!” 

Mr. Dansiger relaxed his straight fig- 
ure against tho jutting end of a life- 
boat. blew away a wreath of cigarette 
smoke and gaxed seaward. He was 
groomed, full of good points, nor lack- 
ing in thf ready smile that wins. Gray 
were his eyes, with fine crow’s-feet of 
laughter about them. Polished. even a 
bit too highly his fingernails and man- 
ners. his black patent leather boots and 
black patent leather hair. The smile in 
all Its undaunted amiability, he turned 
full upon Mrs. Lefkovlfch. his fine teeth 
flashing whitely. 

“Come now. Mrs. Lefkovitch: I’ll 
prove it by any of you. Is it me or 
the old gentleman out for the game 
tonight? I’ve got Miss Esther for 
proof, is It me or the old gentleman 7‘ 

Miss Lefkovitch turned scorching 
eyes toward her father. 

“Of course, it’s papa, every time. 
Without fail just as soon as me and 
Mr. Danxlger or — or anybody get 
seated up on top deck after supper to 
enjoy the evening, up he comes and 
drags him right down to that old 
game — to that old game!" 

"Hear. Mrs. Lefkovitch, how Miss 
Esther scolds the old gentleman, too." 

’Truth is truth. Mr. Danxlger. That 
my husband on a first pleasure trip 
he takes from his business In twenty- 
five years, a man that all his life has 
had to work from dark until dark to 
get up to where he is now. should 
lose |480 to a young man what every- 
body on the boat says is full of luck 
up to his teeth, ain’t no little thing.” 

"But Mrs. Lefkovitch " 

“Ach. Bertha ’• 

"Mamma ” 

"And on top of it all to tell his 
wife, until she hears It straight from 
the other ladles, that it is only *4.80 
what he lost. I ask you. Mr. Dan- 
xlger. is it right?” 

“Ach now. Bertha, I didn’t ” 

"You did. Aaron, right down in our 
stateroom when you came in that 
night and I asked you. ‘Four dollars 
and eighty cents. Bertha.’ you said, 
just like that. Right away, when you 
went to your bunk that night with 
your pants’ pocket tinder the mat- 
tress. 1 ought to have suspected.” 

"But Bertha " 

"Is that so nice. Mr. Danxlger? I 
tell you for a young man what pre- 
tends he likes so much to be with my 
daughter, that he should play cards 
every night with her papa and win 
away like that— it — it makes me feel 
bad enough. I can tell you.” 

“Mamma!’* 

"Ja. and you! Ain’t you said your- 
self. Esther, how at night when it 
gets prettiest for the young girls and 
the young men to sit out under the 
moonshine, how always when card 
time comes j%u find yourself left by 
yourself? Tell mamma. Esther, ain't 
you said it?" 

’Ach now. Bertha, wait till we land 
at Naples tomorrow and I get ybu 
an Eyetalian policeman to tell your 
troubles to.” 

"I’d like to see once Abe Katz do 
to you tricks like that. Esther. 
There’s a young man for you — I al- 
ways say could learn the whole world 
manners." 

“Come. Danxlger, I play you for 
no stakes, just a little game of 
freeze-out, eh? No stakes, eh?" 

"But, papa. Mr. Dansiger and I 
were going up, on top deck this 
morning and watch Madeira till we 
land." 

"Ach no. Esther; like a good girl, 
you stay and watch it by mamma a 
little, eh? See. out there already how 
big the land gets. Stay by mamma 
and In half an hour we be up again, 
eh. Dansiger?. A little freese-out! No 
stakes. Bertha: no stakes!” 

"Don’t make out of me a fool. 
Aaron; It only makes me madder.” 

"See. Dansiger, what a henpecker 
of a little wife I got.” 

Mr. Danaiger placed a pat affec- 
tionately between the older man’s 
shoulder blades. 

"Your old gontleman here la surely 
a card. Mrs. Lefkovltch. Hope to 
die If In the seventeen times I’ve 
crossed I’ve struck a character that 
can match up to him.” 

"For you. Mr. Dansiger. two cards 

I guess he is with 480 " 

"Mamma!" 

"See. Mrs. Lefkovltch. how your 
daughter takes up for me.” 

"Come. Danaiger! Esther, you stay 
here by mamma a little." 

"Don’t be so considerate of me all 
of a sudden. Aaron. Enough, by my- 
self I’ve sat on this boat.” 

"Come. Dansiger!” 

"Aw. papa!” 

"Never mind. Miss Rather; when 
wo land I’m going to take you riding 
up the funicular at Funchal and show 
you the scenery of your life. They're 
nifty little Islands, the kadelras. I’ve 
been right through them clear to the 
Canaries.' 



!&•■ ■5Sr 


you 


wait and see If he don’t win the 
spades right off the cards. Coming. 
Lefkovltch. coming." 

* * * * 


AND they were off arm In arm down 
the well washed, luaurloualy wide 
deck, past lines of steamer chairs 
Joined together with an endless chain 
of goaaip, occupants tilted backward 
until the soies stood upright, and the 
mind reclined. 

Left there and standing beside her 
recumbent parent. Miss Lefkovltch 
t down upon her a glance that 
wavered with tears. 

"Honest, mamma, you — you're ‘just 
the limit." 

The limit I am. am I. because a 
nls of a young man n-body knows 
who he Is. can’t come along and pull 
the wool over my eyes like he can 
over my daughter’s and her papa’s." 

"He’s one of the s~ eilest fellows 
on this boat, that’s v hat he is. If 
you want to know it Everybody 
knows that he knows all the swella 


"DO I LOOK LIKE ONE WHO'S JOLLYING. ESTHER f” 

1 


It. I — I came away to — to get away 
from that crowd of boya at home. 
I " 

’To pick up with auch sporty kind 
of men like this Danzlger from Chi- 
cago, I guess. I tell you. Esther. 1 
think ” 

T can’t help what you think, 
mamma. Papa and I like him. al- 
rlghty. He’s been all over. He knows 
more about the world than you and 
pnpa and Abe and me put together. 
He’s going to show us Switzerland 
and the Riviera if he can change his 
ticket.” 

"And If you want to know It. I— I 
like him. I like him whether you like 
him or not. Maybe if you and papa 
would — would leave me alone with 
him for a minute, he — he might get 
to like me. too. I — I like him so 
there! I Just do." 

Her VOlbe slipped upward and she 
sal down hard and suddenly on the 
extension of the mother’s steamer- 
chair. her lips quivering as If wound- 
ed and her eyes with a hint of tears 
In them turned away from the mirth 
of the promenade deck. 

"If you want to know It. I— I like 
him — so there!" 

Under the eaves of 
hood, Mrs. Lefkovltch’s . 
pled Into Incredulity. 

"Esther, you! A little, 
like him. what travels m „ 
tends to business. That’s what 1 need 
yet. my daughter what could have a 
man like Abe ” 

"You got to quit calling .him a nix. 
mamma. He’s Just a prftict that’s 
what he Is. Papa says he sp<n|» more 
money in one day on this boat than 
all the other cheap Bkat*Jell£wa put 
together. Papa saw him ''fth 'hit own 


mcr 

rum- 



S1KL 

eyes give away a flve-fiollar gold 
’ • fellow 


In the 


I never 


U>f Chicago, the Bamberger* and all 


them." 

“Such talk don’t go with me. 8o 
do I know all the swells of New 
York, the Felsenthals and Sehlmms, 
when I see them ride on 5th avenue 
In their automobiles and see In the 
newspaper* the Van Rippens pic- 
tures." 

"You and your old fogy ideas don’t 

don’t understand, mamma ” 

"I tell you. Esther, sometimes I’m 
glad I am an old fogy when I see 
where all your fine ideas get us. You 
wanted to come to Europe and we 
came. Since papa can afford to do 
what he likes and your brother 
Michie is old enough to watch the 
bualneas. I don’t want I should de- 
prive my daughter of anything what 
she wants, but I tell you. Esther. If I 
was a young girl with a young man 
like Abe—" 

"Mamma, please!" 

"I means what I say. You thought 
on this trip to Europe such fine new 
people you could meet. But not one 
boy on this boat have I seen what can 
stand up for a minute by Abe Kata. 
I tell you. Eether. even In the night 


bones for winning tonighl. Ber- 
tha. you should know." 

"All the reefing* what you got in your 
bones. Aaron. H rheumatism for me to 
*ub" 

t Dansjg.r. tonieht Aht off your 


In front of me the way he looked at 
you from the pier when this boat sail- 
ed off. I tell you, just with hla whole 
face he waa In love." 

"Oh. I’m — I’m not saying anything 
against Abe. am I mamma? What — 
what do you keep bringing him up 
for?” 

"Because I got eyes what see. Be- 
cause I got eyes what see if you go 
the whole world over, another boy 
like Abe you won’t find. A fine young 
businessman that would treat you 
like a queen. I tell you, Esther, the 
quicker you get such a nonsense as 
meeting the swells on a trip to Eu- 
rope out of your head, the better. Abe 
maybe ain’t so swell, but all I ever 
heard you could say against him waa 
his big ear* and 

"Mamma, pleaae don’t keep harping 
on — on him.” 

"I ain’t. Esther. I ain’t. Like your 
papa saya. I should be the last one 
ever to force my children to get mar- 
ried. But take my word. Esther; the 
best thing what can happen to you 
on this trip is you should write him 
lo meet us In Paris like he wants you 
should. 1 tell you. Esther, If you can 
make up your mind to want* him bad 
enough to ask him to meet us in 
Paris. that. 1 Bay. is the best thing 
what can happen on this trip.’’ 

"Oh. mamma, you — you make me so 
mad. If I — If I want to write to Abe 
to meet us In Europe. I — I don’t need 
you to always — telUnw me about 


piece to a poor sick fel 
steerage." K 

"Ja. I know. I know. But 
in my life thought much-;: — " 

"He’d let cards alone pretty quick, 
let me tell you. rnirami.-. If all the 
cheap skates on this boat Who lost 
their few dollars that first night 
wouldn't always be after him trying 
to win them back.” 

"Four hundred and eighty -■ " 

"Look, mamma, look! Oh, mamma, 
we — we — we’ve been missing It Oh! 
Oh!" 

In sudden proximity grsen as sward, 
and as If a volcanic shudder had 
spewed It up through the sea, the Isle 
of Madeira, lapped by waves and 
under the luscious kiss of a southern 
sun. lay with Its fertile flanks to sea- 
ward. Villages, toy slse. parched on 
the slopes In the attitude of sliding 
off. Vineyards and geometric truck 
gardens lay to the sun. In the back- 
ground a mountain lost Its ’-head In 
mist. 

"Oh. mamma. Isn't It — Isn't It gor- 
geous?" 

"Ja. And you say. Esther. In Ma- 
deira is where we get tha hand em- 
broidery so cheap?" 

"Yes. yes. and see. mamma, that 
darling little white town.” 

’’Ach. how I wish my boy Mlchle 
could see It with me. I tell you a 
mother ain’t got much pleasure If ” 

"See. mamma, see the beautiful way 
the ocean sends the waves running up 
on the banks.” 

”1 tell you. Esther — and please God 
some day you’ll need them — auch a re- 
liet it would be to me If I could get 
you sheets and pillow cases here al- 
ready made up. That Mrs. Kron from 
Milwaukee, who Is on this boat, says 
she got all her daughter's trousseau 
right here on 


seeing cargoes cutting across the 
quiet water, natives naked and diving 
for pennies in their wake. Then a 
more or leas difficult landing at the 
foot of a steep-aided dock, up a per- 
pendicular ladder of stone steps and 
into the sun-and-shadow pocked 
streets of Funchal. 

Mrs. Lefkovltch grasped her hus- 
band's coat-sleeve, steadying herself 
with some difficulty. Past her stream- 
ed the Roumanla’s passenger list, 
Bucdekered, sun-goggled and loving 
the land. 

"Aaron, like my legs would wobble 
right off. that’s how I feel.” 

"Now. now. Bertha. X ain’t so steady 
myself if you hang on me like that.” 

"No. but them three rough days 
when we first started, you could hang 
on me. I tell you. When my legs 
wasn’t even so steady as they are 
now." 

Trees closed over them, cacti and 
the heavy fronds of palms. 

"Mamma — papa! Just see. Isn’t It 
Just perfect? Oh. Mr. Danxlger. no 
wonder you raved and raved about 
Madeira." 

"Just wait If you think this is 
going some. Miss Esther. Wait until 
we go up the mountainside on the 
funicular and come down on sledges." 

"Whew, give me my fan aut of your 
pocket. Aaron. I don’t want to say 
nothing right in the start,, but I tell 
you I ain’t stuck on the smells here. 
Mrs. Kron and her husband was right 
lo atay on the ship if " 

"Mamma!" 

"Oh. come now, Mrs. Lefkovltch; 
thla smell isn’t so bad." 

’There’s nobody. Mr. Dansiger. can 
tell me better as my oijn nose that 
1 1 smell." 

•'Mamma!" 

•There's no use talking. Miss Esther; 
your mamma don't think much of us 
Chicago boys. She's all to the New 
York." 

"It ain't Chicago I don't think so 
much of, Mr. Dansiger; I never blame 
the Jug for what cornea out of it." 

"Ouch, take that one with you.” 
cried Mr. Dansiger. dodging an imag- 
inary blow. 

"And maybe. Mr. Dansiger. since you 
say It. wa got right in New York awl 
fine boys as 

"Aoh. Dansiger. my old lady like* 
to have her little fuss with everybody. 
I'm glad enough for a while It should 
be you instead of me. Like my son 
Mickle back home in New York saya, 
her bite la worse as her bark. 1 got 
a fine boy back home, Dansiger. But 
always when he wants to tease his 
mamma a little, that's what he aaya 
to her." 

Laughter, two large dimples and the 


crow's feet of amiability crept into 
he flung one 


_ , . ...... . Oh. mamma, mamma, see that town 

when I lay down In that hot bunk ofJ around the bend — look how big! I bet 
mine, how that boy a face come* right that's Funchal. Look, mamma. Just 


. just 

around those beautiful hills!" 

"Sheets and pilloy cases already “ 

But her daughter was off toward 
the captain’s bridge, a stiff breese 
lashing her skirts back against her 
body, chin tilted, hat clutched and 
lithesome limbs outlined. A cloud of 
flying fish rose off the water, piloting 
the boat landward. Beyond the be- 
stirred deck. Its ehntter and observa- 
tions mingling, and far and beyond 
the approarhing city which nestled in 
the curving arm of the harbor, the 
purple mountain faded into cloud. 

* » * * 


Mr. Dansiger’s face, and 
arm along Mr. Lefkovltch'* stooped 
shoulders. 

“You got a mighty fine lady for a 
wife Just the same, Lefkovltch — a 
mighty fine lady." 

"See. see, mamma, there go aome of 
the Portuguese who live hers, right 
past you.” 

A group of native riff-raff, bare 
limbed and their brown backs still 
'glistening from the dive, scuttled past. 
' "Don't look. Esther, I feel ashamed 
enough. I tell you If 1 had known 
what goes on In d town like this, 
right on the boat where a young girl 
don't need to he ashamed where she 
looks, you would have stayed." 

“Mamma, this isn't " 

"I don't think it is so nice, Mr. Dan- 
siger. since you been here before, you 
didn't first tell my daughter they go 
around in this place worse as In 
bathing suits at styliBh summer re- 
sorts at home In America." 

Mr. Lefkovltch cast a thoughtful 
squint after the group. 

"I tell you. Dansiger, there's a gold 
mine in this kind of a town for a 
smart fellow with a few dollars to 
invest." 

"Wouldn't be surprised." 

Tf I was a young fellow like my 


a CITY of romance and of tropical 
avenues, of handmade cobbled 
streets, and ox-slodges with bells 
Jingling right merrily. Funchal dreams 
In the sun like a many-tinted lizard. 


Natives the color of old gold shout In 
old Iron to in- 


voices the quality of 
coming tourists. Perpetual summer 
lies like a blush of pleasure up the 
lazy incline of Main street and over 
all Funchal. Its gardens behind and 
overflowing white-washed walls, are 
of a thousand acenta and a thousand 
colors. Years and years have left 
lichen and gray Spanish moss thick 
upon the face of Madeira like a beard 
of old age. But the heart of her is 
young and her Portuguese trail like 
children far behind the caravan of 
civilisation. 

Out In the harbor the white ship 
Roumania cant anchor for want of a 
p«av. and sent rowboats of sight- 


son Michie right away in a town like 


this in a furnishing goods business I 
could make money." 

"Wouldn't be surprised.” 

"Cheap rents and low expenses! To 
sell pants to men who don't know 
anything about them ain't so hard ns 
to sell them to men what know too 
much about them. I bet you. Dan- 
xiger. with a few thousand dollars, 
two young fellows like you and my 
son Mltchle, or his friend. Abe Kats. 
could make big money In a town like 
this.' 

"For our son, let me tell you. Aaron, 
right In New York, where you built 
up for yourself your own business. Is 
good enough for him, too." 

"Oh. look, mamma, please look! ■ See 
the oxen teams pulling the sledges 
uphill.” 

“Ach. and Esther, see over there the 
embroidery Hhops. A whole string of 
them, like Mrs. Kron said there would 

be.” 

"No. no. mamma, please don't cross 
over there. We're ail going up the 
mountainside in a little train, mamma, 
to see the scenery. Aren't we, Mr. 
Dansiger?" 

"You won't have time for shopping 
this time. Mrs. Lefkovitch. if you want 
to take that trip up the mountain and 
be back on the boat by three." 

“For scenery. Mr. Dansiger. I got 
time when I got nothing else what la 


more important. I guess, Aaron. 4f I^wrist, holding It and sending into her 
can buy linens here half so cheap as : dark glance the dark Intensity of his 
at home, you want yet I should go up I own. “do 1 look like a fellow who's 


on the mountain top to look at scen- 
ery?" 

"But. mamma, everybody goes up. 
See. they're all golpg toward the 
funicular. We didn’t come all this 
distance to look at linens. Honest. If 
you're going to start that way. 1 — I 
Juat wish 1 hadn't come.” 

"Ach come. Bertha; If the child 
wants we should look at the scenery 
what's the difference If you got to 
pay a little more for such linens back 
in America?" 

"You always. Aaron, in front of 
company got big ways. I tell you 
when a man loses to cards four hun- 
dred and " 

"Mamma!" 

"—eighty dollars, his wife has got 
to save it somewhere. I Just want 
you should look across there. Aaron. 
I see plenty of the ladies from the 
boat already over there buying linens 
what ain't got time for scenery." 

"But. mamma " 

"Don't worry your mamma no 
mote to go up there, Esther. All- 
right. Bertha; me and you will stay 
down off the mountain by the em- 
broideries. Esther, you and Danxlger 
go up the funicular and look around. 
I tell you I'm ready for those fellows 
ovor there In the shops. Before I 
came away from home in every lan- 
guage I learned the money. I Just 
want that one of them fellows should 
try to get me mixed up. You and Es- 
ther go on up, Danxlger.” 

'God. I'll show her- the sights 
alrlghty." 

"I’lease take care. Mr. Dansiger. 
that you get her back on the boat in 
plenty time. Me and her papa ain't 
looking for worries." 

"I'll bring her back with bells on. 
Mrs. Lefkovitch.” 

"Come. Aaron. See that second 
store over there with the centerpiece 
hung In front; first I want to try in 
there If they auk you )5 for it. you 
should offer them 75 cents. Simon, 
Mrs. Kron says " 

* * * * 


Esther?" 


TOWARD the straggling line of 
tourist* and the cobbled street 
that wound languidly upward to the 
funicular station. Miss Esther Lerko- 
vitch turned her shining face, linked 
her arm in Mr. Dansiger's proffered 
one. smiled, and could not still the 
tremolo of her heart. 

Where motor cars and the rubber 
heels of civilisation fear to tread, the 
European cafe has no fear. 

Two thousand feet above the har- 
bor. the township reduced by distance 


jollying. 

"Oh. Joe 

Beneath the black, close-clipped 
hedge of mustache his lips quivered, 
then settled into a straight line. 

•'.Do I ?• 

"N-no. Joe." 

"I — I'm Just afraid to Jet myself go 
for fear it's you who's doing the 
jollying. Esther. What ahout this fel- 
low back in New York that owns tbe 
haberdasher store? From what the 
old folks say he's head over heels him- 
self. ain't he. girl?" 

"Abe Kats? Aw. he — he's Just a 
good friend, Joe. Like I always say. 
I — I want to travel first and meet a 
new crowd. I — aw. he's nothing but 
a good friend, Joe. Him and my 
brother, they ” 

l^-Then yon ain't stringing me along. 

“Oh. Joe. I — no— you ■•• 

"A fellow that's knocked about like 
I have, girlie, and seen as many of 
them as I have In every country on 
the globe don't make a mistake about 
•it when he does finally get hit. That 
first day I seen you on deck, girlie, 
with your hair blowing loose like that. 
| I knew I was hit." 

She looked down the mountainside 
and Into the riot of treetops. 

"You— you’re the greatest fellow. 
Joe." 

; “And you're the greatest girl.” 

All the nerves of her were singing. 

“Oh. Joe — oh — let go my hand. Joe, 
you— you mustn't. You— you hurt. 
Quit!” 

"Gad where did you get that 
strength In your fingers, girl?" 

“See, how strong! My brother Mlchle 
is always teaching me tomboy tricks 
like that at home." 

"You're all right, Esther.” 

"You— you think so?" 

"I know so. You're the alrlghtest I 
e, :.® r * n , ewr -. and ,h “ l ‘ 8 saying some." 

On. Joe! ' 

"Queen of this here mountain, that's 
what you are." 

heT hl qi!!L a vJw e A Cl l. riBr 2 of * ove anointing 
her. She bowed her head. 

"I Just wish mamma could have heard 
you say that. Joe. It was beautiful" 
Your mamma. Esther. I'm afraid is 
down on me." 

m T.*- tn ' t .™ lnd her - or 


to the proportions of a man's palm, 

nioui 


atop an untamed ntounlain, whose 
shaggy sides were matted with pa- 
triarchal growth, tho Cosmopolitan 
Cafe, Engllah-apeaking, marble-top- 
ped. awnlnged. waltered and in watt 
for tourists, rose like an observatory. 

En tete-a-tete, at one of the marble- 
topped tables, well away from the 
gabble of the Rumania's passenger 
Hat. the thousand (cents of a thousand 
gardens In their nostrils, Mr. Joe 
Dansiger and Mias Esther Lefkovitch 
breathed deep and leaned each to the 
other, aa if Madeira were a desert and 
the gardens bloomed each within the 
other's eyes. 

"I Just never thought anything could 
be so perfect as being up here. For 
a girl like me that's never traveled 
anywhere before, it — It's Just too per- 
fect." 

“Didn't I tell you! Just you wait, 
girlie, till we get further along on 
tills trip. I'm going to open those 
pretty black eyes of yours." 

“And that ride up the mountain 
straight through the clouds — wasn't it 
Just — well. I don't know, but Just 
wasn't it?" 

“I was too busy looking at you and 
your cute little, tan little face and 
your big eyes and your red little lips 
to have any time for scenery — Esther." 

•’Oh. Mr. Dans— — " 

"Now. now. what did you promise 
me?” 

"Joe." she said shyly, the word float- 
ing like a petal off her lips. 

'That's better.” he said ao senten- 
tiously that she closed her eyes. 
“That's better, girlie. But Just you 
wait. Esther, until I steer you through 
the Italian lakes. If you think this is 
scenery." 

"Oh, Mr. Dans — Joe. really are you 
going to change your ticket and go 
with us?" 

Stars came out in her eyeB, addling 
her glance. 

He drained his glass of dark Span- 
ish wine. 

■Girlie." he said, with a new notto 
quality in his voice, "if you was going 
all the way to hold a post mortem 
over the Dead sea I'd go with you." 

Crimson was her face. 

"Now. you're talking just like the 
boys at home do, Joe. And ever 1 
came on this trip and met you — and 
all. it just seems to me ike I’m some- 
body else in a dream or something. 
Ail the boys in my crowd at home are 
— are juat regular fellows, and you — 
you're different, Joe. You mustn't 
Jolly me.” 

"Look." he said, reaching for her 


° ld gentleman is Just the 
sport 1 1 ever met. And don't 
think, little girl, that I don't understand 
a lady like your mamma. Sure 1 do. 
She la a great old lady, she is. Give 
P |aln -»Peaklng ones every time." 
sne doesn t mean a mean word she 
says. Joe. You mustn't fee! hard to- 
ward her; that's Just her way." 

"She's a fine lady all right, but she'a 
got me dead wrong. Why. honest to 
^ K od ? 1 • lt here l( it wasn't 

that Id like to see your old gentleman 
win back them few hundred bones. I 
wouldn't have touched another card 
after the first game.' 


r c 1 kn . 0, fr ‘ha*- Joe. That's Just what 
I keep telling mamma. - ' 

"You aweet little thing, you— taking 
up for me like that.” 


"I just keep telling her that." 

* * * * 

“CHE'S got me down wrong for a 
sport. Why. true as I sit here, 
girlie. If my business didn't carry me 
like this all over the world, I could set- 
tle down in a good commercial town 
with a boy like that brother of yours 
that your father is trying to find a 
partner for. make a go of the business 
and live quiet the rest of my life. That's 
the kind of a hairpin I am." 

"Oh, Joe. you — you will just love 
Mlchle when you see him. One great 
boy if there ever was one. and business 
like papa to his finger-tips. You and 


him In a little business together, say. 
't that be great! Just look at 


wouidn 

papa — how — how little he started, way 
down on the East Side and — and look 
at his store now — so big and all." 

"I’m not much of a fellow to boost 
myaelf. Esther, but with a young fel- 
low like that to help me push a busi- 
ness. I could make a go of almost any- 
thing. I’m the kind of fellow that has 
made easy all my life and spends Just 
as easy. A dollar don't look as big to 
me as a dime to lots of fellows. Get 
me?" 

“Yes." 

"Just like I can win at cards easy. 
I can make easy money on any busineea 
proposition I put my mind to. 8ay. 
right now I’m making three times what 
any fellow In my line is making. But 
I’m getting sick of this country-to- 
Country business. Esther. There's money 
in it, but I'm JuBt about ready to get 
me a good partner, settle down and get 
mo a little — get me a home! Get me, 
Esther? A home is what I want." 

“Yee, Joe." 

'Get me a partner and settle down.” 

"A fellow like you would just be 
the making of a boy like my brother 
Michie. He’s such a kid yet. and two 
years older than me. too. But Tie’s 
been under papa’s thumb in the busi- 
ness too long. A boy like him. that 
never would go to school, gets Into 
business early. What he needs now is 
to get out and hustle for himself In 
a business that isn’t already made. 


That’s what I always say — papa ought 
to set Michie up for himself." 

"Sure thing! Say. 1 guess a man like 
your I«pa could set his son up in busi- 
ness with twenty or thirty thousand 
and not feel It, eh'.— 

'That's what Michie says, but pa's 
slow r^iout it." 

"Your brother's got the right idea 
all right: why. 1 bet if your papa had 
three sons he could set them up In 
business and not feel it. eh? I know 
a tiling or two about the money that's 
leen made in the men's clothing busi- 
ness the last fifteen years." 

' •’a — pa is right rich. 1 guess." 

"And a grand old man If there ever 
was one." 

“He sure is and self-made. too. Hon- 
est. It's Just like a story the way he 
started — struggling and making' hia 
aay peddling, and then when he mar- 
ried mamma . right from off the East 
Side too. the two of them starting the 
little store together, the two of them 
pushing through all the dirt of the 
East Side and coming out of It so fine 
and nil. Shows how goodness can 
grow out of all that filth down there, 
don't It. Joe?” 

"It's grand. Esther." 

"Him and mamma don't show it. may- 
be. but they'he Just pure gold, they 
are. They — they're Just pure gold." 

His hand lay over hers, quiescent. 
A waiter hovered in the distance. The 
gabble and laughter of tourists waa 
suddenly remote. 

"If the old gentleman only won't stir 
up a game tonight. Esther, we'll make 
a last evening of It on board, al- 
rlghty." 

"f Ji-xt told papa he — he couldn't 
drag »“u down there tonight. GIBral- 
tar coming In sight and you knowing 
so much to describe about places. 

"I sure want to stick with you to- 
night. Esther. 1 — fact Is. I Just want 
to stick with you all of the time.' 

Her hand flew to her breast. 

'■Joe!” 

"My little dearie — girlie — I want to 
steal you." 

"Oh. Joe — you — you musn't." 

But he was on his feet sudifenly 
and grasping his hat from the table. 

"Gad." he cried "there's the boat 
whistling three times. We got to do 
some tall sprinting, girli. Look. the 
rest of them have all started down al- 
ready." 

“Oh, Joe! Mamma! Let's run. Let's.” 

Hand in hand and with the Hellenic 
swing of youth, they scuttled across 
the green turf. From the harbor, full 
of warning came another blast. 

* * * * 


THE quicksilver of madness runs 
through the veins of a moonlit 
night. Poets chew their pen-ends and 
grope for meter. The Blessed Damo- 
sel leans out. Harlequin laughs in 
his tight sleeve and kicks up Ids heels 
in kinship with the world. As many 
maidens as there are In the world 
scent the perfumed garments of Ro- 
mance as she rustles through the cor- 
ridors of the night and sigh lor or 
with tlielr. lovers. 

Esther Lefkovitch sighed, too. but 
faintly, aa If she would not break a 
spell. Before the approach of the 
Roumania the moon unrolled a strip 
of light. Just as a pathway of carpet 
is unrolled before the feet of a bride. 
A hump of black, like the great sil- 
houette of a kneeling camel, rose 
against the sky. Here and there at 
its knuckles lights twinkled. Along 
the silent deck couples crept out from 
corners, whispering, pointing In pan- 
tomime. A star shot down and died 
In its flight. Esther Lefkovltch fol- 
lowed It with eyes that were mellow 
to molstness. 

"Esther, that you. child?" 

"Mamma, how you scared me. 
sneaking up behind me ao soft!" 

“Always In a lonesome place like 
this on top deck I find you. Esther. 
Twice over this boat I've been bring- 
ing you your heavy coat for the damp- 
ness. Here, put It on.” 

She slid into the garment, fastening 
it across the smooth V of her bared 
throat. 

"For why, Esther, you should stay 
up here In the dark all alone, when 
downstairs the young folks got danc- 
ing and everybody is out on the llt- 
up decks. I don't know.” 

"I — I’ve ust been alone a minute, 
mamma." 

“Ja. because now the game begins. 
I guess. Esther, you think it's so nice 
on a big boat like this, the way you 
let that nix from Chicago come up 
here with you to such a lonesome 
spot." 

"We came up to watch the Gibraltar, 
mamma. See. how plain It's getting 
out there already — that black thing. 


See!” 


I tell you between my husband, who 
leaves me alone every night to play 
cards, and " 

"He promised tonight he wouldn't, 
mamma." 

"Ja. but when I seen his long face, 
right away I said rather by myaelf I 
would sit than look at It. Between 
him and my daughter, what runs up 
mountains and then gives me heart 
failure when she nearly misses the 
ship, and then on top always finds out 
the lonesome places like this — be- 
tween the two of them I got a lone- 
some enough time of it myself, just 
let me tell you.” 

"But mamma, dear, you've got the 
nice ladies you've met on the boat. 
Mrs. Kron and Mrs. Llpp and all of 
them." 

“With the right kind of a young 
man not one word would I aay to all 
the good time you want. But with 
such a nix who leaves yoq alone by 
yourself every night by 9 o'clock and 
who haa got in hia head eyes what I 
wouldn't trust so far as from here 

"Eyes! That Just shows, mamma, 
how little you know about things. 
If there’s one thing he haa got It'a 
eyes, grand black eyes anybody would 
notice." 

"Always. Esther, a person’s eyes 
are like looking-glasses what tell the 
truth about him. Right through the 
eyes of a nix I can aee Juat like In a 
mirror, gr^nd eyes or eyes not ao 
grand." 

"You’ve Just got to quit calling 
him a nix like that, mamma. Who 
lx It I’d like to know but pi \a drags 
him downstairs every night I’d like 
to know. Who is it? Who?" 

"Tonight. Esther, your papa did 
not " 

"Tonight, maybe not. but every 
other night. It Juat shows Dan- 
ztger's got honor, though. He'a not 
going to get off this boat without 
giving them ail every chance to win 


back. He’s got honor, that * why he 
down." 


went 

”1 tell you, Esther, how much I 
think of him. So much, that I even 
don’t want to hear his name. Gott 
ael dank, tomorrow we land, nnd 
that's the last we aee of him with 
your papa's good money, what 1 
helped to save, in his pocket." 

"Well. then, you — you quit running 
him down, ma. He's a prince. If you 
want to know it. You — well I — I 
could tell you something if I wanted 
to. but I — I won't right now — I — I 
won't. But you got to quit picking 
on him. ma. You've Just got to. It’s 
papa 


"Always like I used to say to your 
Michie. when he waa yet in 


brother 

short pants; Garda la spades that 
dig the gamblers’ graves.' " 

“Such silly sayings! Honest, mam- 
ma. you mustn’t say them In front of 
people. Anyway, he don’t gamble, 
he " 

"How excited right away she gets, 
like it makes any difference. For my 
part he gambles or don't. Tomorrow 
we don't see him any more is all I 
ask. Him with your papa's hard- 
earned four hundred and- 


'Mamma, If you keep rubbing that 

l n. If I’ve got to listen to it another 
time, I — -I’ll Just die.” 

T don't want to hear about him, 
Esther, no more as you do” 

"Well. then, let’s talk about some- 
thing else. I just can't stand the 
way you nag and nag. mamma, when 
you once get started." 

"Come sit down quiet by mamma, 
Esther.' 

"Yes. mamma!" 

"But for why, Esther. Just to please 

me. don’t you first go down and 
bring up that grand new leather port- 
folio that Abe brought you down to 
the pier.” 

•“Now. mamma 

"Ach. go on. Esther, bring It up 
and write to him a letter on a sheet 
of that pretty pink writing paper 
that’s In it. See. right up here by 
tbe moonshine you can see to write 
and I add a line, eh?" 

“Mamma, please don’t nag.” 

"Here. right In my handbag. 
Esthec. ia the little silver key on 
the little silver ring to the case It 
came in. Not once have you aaked 
for it. So thoughtful a boy. Rather: 
he knows such a careless girl you 
axe and on a silver xin^ with your 


name on. he haa yet the stiver key 
put on." 

"T-he way you keep talking about 
that portfolio, mamma, like it whs 
made of gold.” * 

”1 only aay. Esther, what a grand 
thing it would be If Abe would meet 
us when we get to Paris. Like he 
says. Esther, all what he waits for 
Is the word from you that he should 
come. Right to me on the pier, say- 
ing good-bye. he said those words." 

"No wonder, the way you stuck 
next to him. mamma." 


• * * * 


((THINK. Esther, a smart boy like 
Abe what is always so thought- 


ful of everybody to help us around la 
Paris, where you got to be so carefu-. 
they say. you don't get cheated. ebT 
Next to Michie himself, nothing could 
give papa so much pleasure either as 
Abe should be there with us. Hen. 
baby, right here is the silver ring 
Run down once and underneath your 
berth out of the case get the port- 
folio and write to him on tbe pink f 
writing paper, eh?" 

"OB. mamma, you — you get me an 
mad- Honeat, 1 — oh. 1 could Just cry 
the way you keep at me. l'leasr, 
mamma let — let my affairs alone." 

"Ail right, Esther. 1 let them alone. 
Your old mother only wishes you the 
worst. She wishes you to forget a 
grand, honest boy like Abe for a 
dressed-up nix what you meet on the 
boat. I'll let you alone. I'll let you 
alone. Right back In my bag goes 
the silver key-ring. I'll let you alone." 

’That's what I want you to do." 

"I tell you. Esther, this pain what 
I got over my heart yesterday and to- 
day ain't for nothing. 1 tell you the 
excitement when you nearly missed# 
the boat this afterneon, and for a 
mother to see all of a sudden her 
baby begin nonsense with a nix from 
Chicago what nobody don't know 
nothing about, except what he brag* 
himself, is enough to give hexri 
failure. Better we had stayed right 
at him In " 

"Oh. mamma. I juat got to bite my 
tongue to hold in. That’s how mad 
you and your old fogy ideas make 
me. What do you know about — about 
things that go on in the — the real 
world: ahout an up-to-date fellow 
like him that’s been around the world 
three times and knows things' You 
and your old fogy ideas don't count, 
mamma.” 

"Esther!" 

•They don't They — they Just don't 
I — I’m sick of you always picking on 
him when you don't know. I— Oh — 
oh — oh!" 

She was off Into the rearward gloom 
of the deck cramming her handker- 
chief against her lips. Inartlculat 
sobs escaping from its lacy elge; down 
two flights. In and out. skirting the 
edge of derkspread groups skirting 
their laughter and the froth of con- 
versation. and In a deserted corner of 
the oak balcony, a generous ledg.- 
elaborated to a writing room and 
overlooking the luxurious, bright - 
lighted loungeroom. she found refug*- 
and trying to quiet the thumping of 
her heart, curled herself In the great 
embrace of a hrown velvet divan, her 
hot cheeks to its nap In the hot tears 
stinging against her closed lids. Dance 
music floated up to her light and re- 
motely. and the foam of lighter 
laughter. 

From her balcony, sitting there a 
small huddle of squandered emotions 
and bankrupt vitality, her hair fallen 
awry and the red rims fresh about 
her eyes. Esther Lefkovltch caught 
sight of that table, though directly' 
bneath her balcony, through one of 
the long mirrors opposite. Bhe lesned 
forward-; then farther, her Ups open- 
ing. A tear dried and left a vitrified 
glistening on her cheek. 

Through the mirror and the gray air 
or cigar smoke, shirt-sleeved and 
hunched over a flare of live cards 
lifted close before his eyes, she be- 
held her father. And around the table 
above open collars and vari-colored. 
varl-slsed stacks of chips, a circle of 
men's faces, unrelaxed and as if 
carved from cherry atones. 

First in the foreground the cool, col- 
lared vision of Mr. Dansiger. drawing 
unto himself from the center of the 
ta^le a great mass of the varl-colored 
chips. In silhouette she could see 
her parent shuffling a fresh deck of 
cards, dealing them live times around 
with a quoitlike motion, across the 
table-top. Then her gaze returned 
and lingered upon the flgure beald« 
him. In godlike calm opening the fan 
of hla cards ever so slightly, discards 
Ing, tossing his offering of chips 
lightly to the center of the table, and 
every ao often and with great fre- 
quency scooping In the center loot of 
them. 

Watching that vaudeville of sight 
without sound, the Imperturbable 
breadth of hla back, the Imperturba- 
ble line of hla profile, the muscles 
which rose on the backs of his hands 
with each scooplng-ln. lights flickered 
for a moment in Mias Lefkovltch'* 
eyes, then burned quietly In their 
depths like altar candles. 

Suddenly, as she watched, chin cup- 
ped in palm, head dropped Into the- 
hunch of her shoulders, she leaned 
forward, gripping the edge of the 
divan; leaned closer, her quick breath, 
too light to fltnter. a leaf, coming 
through her open lips.. Passed a quar- 
ter-hour. a haM- . hour and atlll 
■he aat thdre ’ Immobile, her hyp- 
notised eye* on the mirror. Two spots 
of color cante .otlt round and burning 
on either cheek and on* heat wave 
raced another through her body. 

With the groat effort of pulling her 
atrength together, she roae Anally, but 
trembled and ffMpjd at "™ b alron v 
rail for support- Tben. after a last 
!3Ual. shetlpteed down a brief car- 
neted atalroaee to the near door of 

Ke lounge^tfted a fold ef heavy 
brown portiere and slipped Into it . 
stood there an additional quarter- 
hour. her hand at her throat. T 

* * * * 

■nEACHINO o«t from that fold, she 
R- might have brushed her father's 
sleeve. A waiter pusay-footed through 
the doorway, almost touching her At 
that moment, and with a deerlike 

rn B 

h e pide the card table, her email 
Anvers Closing over Mr. Danaiger s 


dosing over Mr. mninn « 
"T-S wrtat The white face of a 
cart flashed upward for * 


aX =»So»^: 


^ r ^m fl j;frw^V“. oed back ' 


wart from 
I got you! 


Oot you! I saw him. 


pa. Saw him Work It five time*. Saw 
him pa! Sew him every time. Shj. 
leaped* toward her . wav Inrf 


the card higher above her head, the 
tremolo of hysteria In her voice. 

"Always under hla cuff he worked 
It— the far aide. Look for yourselves 


and see what else T h * ■ .*** 

Here's the ace, pa. I don t want It- 
Take It! Take It! Take It! 


In the sudden upheaval of chairs 
acraping baekwart and a great * an- 
gle of arms flung acroBS the table 
for the wrist she had released. Mr. 
Dansiger tugged free for the mo- 
ment. made a aide lunge from the ta- 
ble. his under Jaw shot forward and 
his cuff wrenched open. 

"She-devil!” he cried. “She-devil — 
a He!" Lunged again, but a sudden 

C roup closed about him. muffling out 
Is speech, and with the soft thud of 
grappling bodies In her ear*, breathy 
oaths feet scraping agalnat floft . car- 
pets. chairs overturning, gurglings, 
she fled trembling up the two decks.* 
sobs tumbling one over the other 
from her dry lips. 

In the identical quiet of the top- 
deck moon-washed. Gibraltar rising 
closer and blaoker and hunch-backed 
In the pale night, Mrs Lefkovltch lay 


muffled in sleep and a steamer ru^ 


her mouth open to the taste of 
and her hand across her heart, as If 
a hurt lay there. . . 

Beside the steamer chair In a hud- 
dle. Mias Lefkovltch burled her head 
deep Into the sag of her mother’s 
skirt. 

Mrs Lefkovltch woke with a start. 


81eepy. har perception* rose and fell- 
“Who — who's that? Aaron?" 


'N-no. mam! 

"Esther — that you? It that you 
come back?" 

"Tee. mamma." 

"What's the matter baby; why. 
child, you look " 

"No. no. mamma, nothing! Don t gel 
excited." 

"But Esther what 

"Nothing, mamma, nothing! I forgot 
and came back " 

"Forgot?" 

•The key-ring, mamma; the silver 
key-ring. Give me!” 
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